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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 

I'm very proud and happy to be the first Hollywood Undead/Deuce author on Rockfic and | hope you enjoy! This 
version is the story is missing italics for thoughts and emphasis. As with all my older fics, this was written in 
first person. Point Of View switches. All of my writing in the future will be in third person 

If you aren't 100% sure about the guy's real names, here's your key so you can read without a problem. 
J-Dog-Jorel Decker 

Funny Man-Dylan Alvarez 

Johnny 3 Tears-George Ragan 

Danny-Danny Murillo 

Charlie Scene-Jordon Terrel 

Da Kurlzz-Matt Busek 


Deuce-Aron Erlichman 


[Danny's POV] 


| yawned, blinking a few times before my eyes registered where | was. 


Situated in the room | shared with my boyfriend, and the love of my life, Aron But everyone just calls him 


Deuce. 


| rolled over to my side, smiling softly as | watched him sleeping. He looked a lot more innocent and childlike 


while asleep. | wished he always looked this kind. His ‘kind’ side has been going down the drain lately. 
| bit my lip softly as Aron sighed in his sleep, reaching out and caressing his cheek gently. 


| figured now was a good enough time to get up, so | hopped out of bed and put on some sweatpants. | 
normally slept in only my boxers, as long as it wasn't too cold. | yawned again, stretching and trailing 
downstairs to the kitchen in our two-floor home. 


| had never dreamed of affording something like this, but both of us being in popular bands did something to 


help with money issues. 


| was the singer of Lorene Drive, and Deuce was the singer of Hollywood Undead. | always wished we were in 
the same band so we could tour together and such, but it's too late for this fantasy to become reality. | 
heard footsteps behind me, and turned to see bed-headed Aron staring sleepily at me. 


"Good morning, baby." | murmured softly, leaning in for a hug. | was pushed away. 


Aron brushed past me and started to make coffee. | stifled a sigh and sat down at the table, finding no reason 
to make breakfast for the two of us anymore. He'll come back around someday, | told myself, my spirits 


drooping. 


Aron had been going out to clubs more, drinking more, coming home higher than the sky more, and mostly 


likely banging any stranger he could find and hoping | wouldn't find out. 


| felt my insides squirm at the thought of him cheating on me. Him, the man who chose me to spend his life 
with. | couldn't get protective though. | was afraid he would hurt me, in one of his drunken states. | cared too 


much to hurt him back. | loved him, after all, even if he shoved away every bit of my affection 


One 


[Danny's POV] 

; wasn't always like this. 

Aron used to be sweet, and cuddly, we'd buy each other gifts and hold hands and kiss and he would be Aron. 
My Aron 

Ive always firmly stuck to the belief that people never change, but perhaps l'm wrong, 

Because the man in bed with me tonight is not the man | fell in love with. 

Its December 3rd, and Aron is passed out already next to me. He'll be hungover tomorrow. | sighed softly, 
biting my lip. There was a lot weighing on me. Shit | never thought Id have to deal with. Aron has been pulling 
some stunts lately, and enough was enough. 


Hollywood Undead kicked him out. 


But that was a few months ago. But now, now they want me as their new vocalist. Aron is pissed off enough 


as is. |f he knew | was going to take his place, | wouldn't be safe with him anymore. 

He's constantly ranting about how “fucked up their decision was" and how he "deserves to be in the band more 
than anyone". | say nothing. But if I'm taking this opportunity, it means leaving Lorene Drive, and it means Aron 
will know eventually. | was scared out of my wits. | was taller than him and larger than him, stronger, but he 


was unpredictable and | wasn't a fighter. And in no way did | want to fight him. 


| sighed, rolling over so my back faced him and finally fell asleep. 


| woke to the sound of angry screaming. Oh no. | checked the time. 
Ten-thirty, why didn't | wake up?! 
| growled, jumping out of bed and rushing to where it was coming from. 


Aron was on his knees, on the living room floor. And the message on the voicemail box played over and over 


agai n. 


"Danny, when are you gonna answer us? We want you in our band, bro, you cant pass us up! Call me back 


soon, and don't let Deuce know about this." Jordon-Call-Me-Charlie-Scene had called at some ungodly hour and 


Aron had heard it. 
Fuck. 
| looked down at my boyfriend, seeing him staring back up at me. 


"Y-you dare try to replace me? In my own band?!" He growled, standing up shakily and screaming in my face. | 


backed up, him following me until my back was pressed against the pretty pastel violet walls. 

"You fucking take their offer, I'll fucking kill you. I'll rip you apart. No one is gonna take my place but me, and 
especially not you." He spat the last word like poison, leaving my heart racing. | couldn't speak. | tried to get 
words out, tried to fight back, but before | could mutter a syllable his fist crashed into my cheek, leaving me 
gasping. | jumped away from him, fear lighting my eyes. 

| took a chance and darted up the stairs and down the hallway to our room, shutting and locking the door 
behind me. | quickly got dressed and grabbed my keys and phone, plus my wallet, then leaped out the window. 
I've done this many times before, don't ask why. 

Our house isn't as tall as it seems. | landed neatly, straightening up and hightailing it to my car. | quickly 


started the engine and took off down the street, driving until the house | once called home was small in the 


distance. 


| pulled over on a side road, whipping out my phone. | dialed the first number that came to mind. 
"Hey, Dannyboy. What's up, bro?" 
"Jorell" | almost screamed in relief as he picked up on the second ring, heaving a deep breath. 


"You alright, man?" | could hear the alarm through my best friend's voice, wishing | could assure him | was 


fine. 

"Not really. C-Can | come over?" | asked, crossing my fingers on my free hand. 

"Sure man, be safe." Jorel hung up after that, leaving me in the silent car. | could feel my eyes welling up, my 
heart finally beginning to slow down | blinked once, three tears spilling down my cheeks, the bruised side 


reddening. 


Let's go, Danny, you're gonna be fine." | spoke softly to myself, pulling back onto the road and driving the 
short way to Jorel's home. 


| pulled up in his driveway, barely getting out of the car before he was standing in front of me. 


"Holy shit, what happened here?" Jorel asked, gently rubbing his thumb over my bruised cheek 

"IIl explain soon" | murmured softly, burying my face in his chest as he wrapped his arms around me. | was 
thankful for the warmth. He walked me inside, plopping down on the sofa and patting for me to sit next to him. 
| did so, leaning into his touch as he put an arm around me. 


"You want to to know about all this, yes?" | motioned to my face; wet, bruised and bloodied. 


"Jordon called our house about me joining, left a message, Aron heard before | woke up. He went berserk." | 


sighed softly, feeling defeated. "| don't think he loves me anymore." 
| could tell Jorel was biting back a sarcastic retort on that last part. It's been clear for many weeks that Aron 
lost his feelings for me. He wanted me for sex. And | let him have me whenever, because | loved him. | let him 


use me, use my body. | growled internally at the thought. How could | be so stupid? 


"Love can blind you." Jorel murmured finally, almost as if he could read my troubling thoughts. | shrugged, 
sighing. 


"I just don't know what to do. | can't go back." Jorel held me against his chest, biting his lip softly. 


"Stay with me. We can go back while he's away and get your stuff, then you can move in with me." He 


suggested softly. | shook my head quickly. 


"No, no, what if he came back for me? | could never do that. Besides, | couldn't stay here. | would just be a big 
bother to you." | closed my eyes sadly, hearing my best friend above me sigh in exasperation 


"Daniel, get it through your thick skull. You're living with me now." His mind was made up. There was no getting 


out of it now. Jorel smiled down at me. | groaned. 


"Danny?" 
Jorel's voice rang through the hallway. | yawned, standing up from my spot on our shared bed. 


The living situation had been awkward at first, but soon enough we had gotten used to sleeping next to each 


other. Jorel was a lot more cuddly than | expected, which was great. | haven't cuddled in ages. 
| quickly tugged on my robe and trotted down the hallway, following Jorel's call. 


"Morning, J-Doggy." | grinned. Jorel turned back to me, a half smile on his face. 


"Deuce called." 
My stomach dropped. 


"W-what? Is there a message?" | had been living with Jorel for almost a month, and | had figured | was safe 


by now. 
"Yeah, | didn't pick it up. Here, listen" 
He leaned over the phone on the kitchen counter, pressing the ‘replay’ button. | bit my lip nervously. 


"Jorel, | know you're t-there.if you know where Danny is, you b-better fuckin tell me.that son of a bitch has 


some ends he needs to meet." 
The message ended. 


It was obvious Aron was drunk, he was stuttering and slurring more than ever. | reached over and deleted the 


message. 


I'm not gonna say anything, don't worry.” Jorel murmured, turning back to me and handing me a mug of 


coffee. 
"T-thank you." | replied, my voice shaking a bit. 
The message alone had terrified me. What if he wanted to hurt me, really hurt me? | gasped softly as Jorel 


put his arm around my waist, leaning into his comforting touch and he walked us out to the couch in the living 


room. He flicked on some old comedy show, leaving me to my thoughts. 


Two 


[Jorel's POV] 
{December 28% 


Danny was beautiful. 

That was just a fact. | was lucky enough to call him my friend, even my best friend. But anything more? | 
must be going crazy. Besides, no one knows l'm bisexual, and he's so broken, new love for him is the last thing 
on my mind. 

| bit my lip softly, feeling him cuddle up to me. 

"You alright down there?" | asked, a little laughter shining through my voice. Danny nodded, his large, fawn-like 
chocolate eyes fixed on the TV. Not many minutes later, his head was in my lap. | stroked his hair, smiling 


down at him more than | was watching the show. | couldn't help it, he was precious. 


The last thing | expected was a knock on the door. | grunted, not wanting to move from our comfy position 


Danny stared up at me, then over at the door. 
"Who is it?" He whispered, as if the person outside could hear us. 


"| dunno. Probably Jordon" | muttered, wondering why he didn't let himself in yet. Jordon always knows my door 


is unlocked if l'm around. 
Right on time, the handle jiggled and door swung open. 
Oh shit. 


"What do we have here?" Deuce growled, staring down at us on the sofa! quickly stood up, moving in front of 
Danny even though he could protect himself. 


"Get out of my house." | said firmly, staring him down. 
Deuce only laughed. 
"You didn't return my call, so | figured I'd check it out.seems like someone's got something to hide, hm? You 


touching my boyfriend? You fucking the man | love?" He started shooting accusations, tossing gasoline on the 


little fire in my belly. 


lm not your boyfriend, not anymore." | hadn't realized Danny was standing next to me until he spoke, his voice 
low but steady. "And yeah, | am "fucking" with Jorel. Isn't that right, baby?" He turned to me, planting a little 
kiss on my cheek. | couldn't tell whether it was real or not. 


"I didn't know you liked men, you faggot." Deuce laughed. 


"You shouldn't be one to talk!" | shot back, my arm finding its way around Danny's waist. | pressed my side 
against his, suddenly wishing it wasn't a lie that we were together. 


"Just leave, Deuce. You've got no business here." 


‘I've got business with him." Deuce pointed at Danny, a smirk plastered across his lips. | tightened my grip 


around Danny, feeling him struggle against me. 


"Get out of my house before | call the cops." | growled, grabbing my phone off the table. Deuce raised his 
hands in mock surrender, walking out but not forgetting to flip us off on the way. 


| collapsed back onto the couch, sighing deeply. | looked down at myself, annoyance radiating through me as | 
realized Deuce had seen me in only my boxers. At least Danny had a robe. 


Danny sat back down with me, and had cuddled close. He popped his head out from under my arm, leaning 


against my chest. His robe was fluffy as fuck. Damn. | stroked his hair gently, staring into space. 

| was jerked back into reality as Danny suddenly straddled my lap, my hands naturally setting on his hips. Fuck, 
| wish it wasn't a lie that we were together. | wanted to say it so badly, but | knew he wasn't ready. But 
maybe | was wrong, by the way he was ‘accidentally’ grinding into me while getting comfortable. 

"Y'know, | wish we didn't have to lie." He spoke softly, choosing each word carefully. 

| raised one eyebrow, wanting him to continue. 

| don't want to lie 

This wasn't going anywhere, | could tell. 

"You mean about.'us‘?" | murmured, softly rubbing his lower back 

Danny shrugged, his eyes low. 


"Maybe." 


"Don't play games with me Dannyboy." | laughed softly, smirking. "I'll tickle you." 


"No!" My friend squeaked, trying to squirm off my lap. | held him in place. 

| looked at him knowingly, a little smile across my slightly chapped lips. 

"Y-yeah. But you're straight so-" 

‘lm not." 

It was Danny's turn to raise an eyebrow. 

Hm?" 

‘I'm bisexual." | confessed, giving his hips a little squeeze. It felt good to finally get it out to someone. 
"R-really." | could hear the hope hiding in his voice, causing me to grin. 


"Yeah, baby. But l'm not gonna push you into a relationship if you're not ready yet" Danny bit his lip softly, 


staring at me with his huge brown eyes that | couldn't resist. 

lm ready, Jay, really.” 

"You've got an angry ex on your tail. You can't be okay yet, and you can't be over him." 
"| am." Danny was pouting now. 

| sighed, laughing softly. 


"IIl think about this, sweetie. | want to be with you as much as you do, but I'm not gonna force you into 


anything.” 

‘Its not forced!" 

"Hush." 

"No!" 

| pressed my lips to his, softly at first, taking the opportunity to push my tongue past his lips when he gasped. 
| felt his tongue start to press against mine, feeling little butterflies start to go at it in my belly. | kept the 
kiss going for a few more hot seconds before breaking it off. Danny gasped, as if he had forgotten how to 


breathe. 


"IIl shut up now." Danny giggled, a bright blush spreading across his cheeks. | laughed, reaching down and giving 
his ass a squeeze. He giggled again Adorable. | smiled, kissing his forehead. 


"You hungry?" | asked, checking my phone and seeing | had a new text from George. 


[J3T: Hey, wanna come over around 1:30? We're all going over to that carnival thing about 20 minutes away. 


Except Dany, no one seems to know where he is] 

| turned back to the vocalist. 

"You wanna go fo the fair around 130?" | murmured, Danny leaning over to read the text. 

"Sure" He slipped off my lap, trotting out to the kitchen. His robe was a little hiked up, showing off his thigh. | 
couldnt tell whether it was on purpose or not, but | was enjoying it until he disappeared past the wall. | 


chuckled to myself, turning my attention back to my phone. 


[JDAWG: sure, and he's with me, don't worry. some shit went down, I'd rather not explain it all now. you'll hear 


about it soon enough] 

| pressed send, then put my phone back on the table. | figured I'd get dressed before meeting Danny in the 
kitchen, it was almost noon anyway. | headed back to the bedroom we shared, turning to my side of the 
dresser and pulling out some baggy black jeans and a Misfits muscle tank. | yawned, stretching and walking 
swiftly back to the kitchen. 


Danny turned around at the sound of my footsteps, a cute little smile across his lips. 


"Hey." He murmured softly, biting his bottom lip. | stepped closer to him, wrapping my arms around his waist 


and pressing his chest against mine. 


"| swear on my life, | will never let him hurt you." 


Three 


[Danny's POV] 


| left Jorel in the kitchen with the mug of coffee | had made for him, already finished with mine. | hadn't been 


to this fair for years, and it was an annual celebration, so | was excited to go again, especially with my friends. 
| quickly changed into a plain green t-shirt and some tight black jeans, trotting into the bathroom and brushing 
the mess on my head that was called ‘hair’ when styled. Jorel always said my bed head was cute, but | didn't 


exactly enjoy the awkward spikes and random curls that seemed to stick out in the worst places. 


| was in the middle of brushing my teeth when the bathroom door was pushed open, looking up to see Jorel 


grinning down at me. 
"Hi." He chuckled, taking the opportunity to spank my ass when | leaned over to spit out the toothpaste. 
"H-hey." | protested, a bright red blush spreading across my cheeks. 


"Hush, scoot over." | did as he asked, putting my toothbrush back in its spot next to his. | waited a bit 
awkwardly for him to finish, pulling him in for a huge hug when he straightened back up. 


"Hey, hey.what's up with you." Jorel chuckled, but he wrapped his arms around me as well, and | knew he was 


enjoying it. 


"Nothing, just looking for some warmth." | pouted up at him, breaking off into a grin. Jorel playfully smirked 


back down at me, pressing his lips to my forehead once before we broke apart. 


We still weren't together since he didn't think it was good for me; and it might make Aron even angrier if it 
was true. Jorel grabbed my hand and led me out of the bathroom, dragging me away from my thoughts. 


"You look cute." He tossed the words over his shoulder, slipping into his Vans. | bent down to tie my own shoes 


on, looking up at him. 

"Nah, you look cuter" 

"Dont fight me, Dannyboy. You're always cute” 

"No." I laughed softly, straightening back up and following Jorel out the door, his keys in his hand 


"Shut up about who's cuter, Deuce'll write a verse about it" Jorel chuckled. | giggled, silently agreeing. | hopped 


in the passenger seat of Jorel's car, smiling widely. 


"Man, | can't wait to go back to this fair. The last time | went was with Spade, a few years ago." | laughed 
softly, remembering how Spade and | had gone on all the spinning rides and | had gotten sick. She had brought 
me back to her house after and we watched movies all night, ate a little too much popcorn, and got sick again. 
It was fun. 


Jorel reached over and pinched my cheek, tugging my attention back to our conversation 


"What do you want to do first? We're gonna meet the guys at the entrance." Jorel asked, his eyes back on the 


road, 

"| don't mind, as long as its fun" | laughed. Jorel picked up his phone and handed it to me. 

"Text George and tell him we're on our way, please." | unlocked his phone, already knowing his password, 
[JDAWG: heyyyyyyyyy ;> we're on our wayyyyyyl 

| waited for a moment, holding back my giggles. 

[J3T: Jorel, what the fuck? Are you drunk?] 

[JDAWG: this is danny. and no, he's not] 

| bit my lip. 

[JDAWG: at least, i hope he's not lol] 

| put Jorel's phone back in its spot in the cup holder, receiving a mischievous glance from Jorel. 

"What did you tell him?" He asked suspiciously, tempted to check for himself 

"Nothing, It was a very professional exchange” | replied, holding back my smiles. Jorel shook his head, chuckling 
"Well, | can think of something fun for us to do.” Jorel smirked over at me, laughing as | blushed. 


"You're adorable." He murmured, pulling into the fairground's parking lot. | hoped my blush would fade away by 
the time we found the guys. 


| pushed open the car door and stepped out, turning around and shutting it behind me. | whirled back around, 
suddenly nose-to-nose with Jorel. He smiled softly, quickly pressing a kiss to my forehead before he grabbed 
my hand and led me to the entrance. He let go once they were in sight, but | half-wished he didn't. 


"Hey, Jay!" Dylan's call could be heard over the sound of rumbling engines and cars, added to the constant 


screaming from the fair. | watched Jorel fist bump Dylan, quietly walking up next to him. 
"And what the fuck happened to you?" George asked, staring at me. | shrugged. 


I'd rather not talk about it, lets just enjoy the fair." George flashed me a strange glance, but thankfully 
dropped it. 


"Let's go in" Matt's slightly-scratchy voice broke the awkward silence, leaving me to nod in agreement. | trailed 


Jorel closely, casually brushing against him in a way only we understood. 

After buying our tickets, we strolled though the fairgrounds, staring up at the huge rides around us. 

"We should go on the Tunnel Of Love." Jorel joked, pointing at the huge sign with hearts all around it. | shot him 
a horrified look. No way was | going in that sappy thing. Jorel laughed, slinging an arm around my shoulder 
casually. 

"Just kidding." | sighed thankfully, sinking into his touch a little. Jorel turned, reading some signs on one of the 
games we were near. The rest of the guys walked on, but | stayed close to him. Jorel took a peek over his 


shoulder, then turned to me. 


"I just wanted to say you look really nice." He murmured, taking my hand in his and pressing his lips to my 
knuckles. | felt my face light up in a blush, throwing my arms around him and holding him tight to me. 


"Is that why you hung back? | feel like there's another reason." | smirked a little, but he was unable to see it 
over his shoulder. | felt his hand slap my ass, gasping and jumping forward into him just a little. Jorel chuckled. 


"Y'know." He started, moving his hands to around my waist and staring deeply into my eyes. "Your thighs look 
really hot in those jeans." He whispered, letting his forehead rest against mine. 


| raised an eyebrow, half-knowing where this was going and half-wanting to play dumb. 


"But you know where they'd look better?" | closed my eyes, breathing in his cologne. Fuck, he was turning me 


on, and he knew it too. My breath hitched in my throat as he smirked, lips stretching dirtily. 
"J-Jorel-" | began, but didn't get to finish. 
"They'd look super fucking hot around my waist." 


Jorel pulled me towards the bathrooms, making sure no one was inside before he locked us in a stall, his hand 


already in my pants. 


Four 


[Jorel's POV] 


| casually fell into step next to the guys, catching up to them after a few minutes of searching, Danny at my 
side. Our first time was in a public bathroom. Real romantic, you dick, | thought, cringing internally. Danny 
seemed pretty happy with the turn of events, though. 

| turned to him, his cheeks still bright red. Danny giggled up at me, a little mischievous grin splitting his lips. 
"You're still adorable." | murmured, quiet enough for only him to hear. The guys still thought he was with 
Deuce, and | felt no need to make a big deal. | still didn't know what to do about a relationship, because being 
together may just put Danny in more danger. Deuce was a little too trigger-happy for my liking. 

"Jay?" Danny slung his arm around my shoulder, holding me to him. 

"Yeah?" | mumbled back. 


"What about a round two when we get home-" 


"If you two lovebirds would back off each other for a moment, you'd know we're going on that rollercoaster." 


Jordon's voice broke the moment, feeling my face heat up in a blush. 
"j" 


"W-we're not lovebirds." Danny trailed off awkwardly, a cute little smile breaking apart his lips and telling the 
lie in the sentence. Jordon scoffed at us, rolling his eyes and pointing to the huge rollercoaster up the hill 


"Are you coming with us or not?" | shrugged. | didn't like heights very much, and Jordon damn well knew that. 


Danny sensed my anxiety and shook his head, motioning toward the Ferris wheel next to the coaster. 
"We'll go on that" | sighed gratefully, nodding. 
"Yeah, we'll meet you by that tree after." Jordon nodded, a knowing smirk plastered across his face. 


"Just don't make out inside and flip the ferris wheel car." | groaned, Danny already skipping away toward the 


line. 


"Y'know, | think they heard your moans all the way across the park" | teased, giving his ass a slap. Danny 


jumped, turning around and staring at me. 


‘Or yours. Even on top, you moan like a whore." | frowned, trying not to laugh. 


“Sure, sure." Danny moved ahead with the line, leaving me to follow. 


| really didn't like heights, but at least this wasn't a fast-moving train doing loop-dee-loops. Danny grabbed my 


wrist while | was spaced out, tugging me gently toward our car. 


| opened the door, letting him in first before sitting down across from him to level it out. | shut the door and 


the lady locked it with a satisfying click. 

"Enjoy your ride." She smiled politely at us, and then we were moving. 

Most of the cars were already full, and the ride was about to really get going around in huge circles. Danny 
grinned at me, turning to stare over the side. | had to admit, it was a spectacular view, but | had something 
even more spectacular right in front of me. 

| slid across the plastic bench, comfortably sitting next to him as | realized the people inside the car didn't 
matter when it came to balancing it. | planted a kiss on his cheek, leaving him to snuggle into my side. | 


wrapped my arm around him as he buried his nose in my neck, running my fingers through his hair soothingly. 


"| love you." Danny murmured, a soft and content sigh following. | felt my heart speed up, even though | was 


already 95% sure he did before he said it. 


"I love you, too." | replied quietly, my voice hitching a little. Danny looked up at me, placing his hand on my 
chest. 


"Baby, why can't we be together yet?" 
"Because it isn't safe for you, Dannyboy. | don't want to provoke Deuce-" 


"Yeah, yeah. Aron this, Aron that. | don't care about him." Danny as getting annoyed now, but | had to hold my 


ground. 


"What if he finds out and comes after you? | would never be able to forgive myself if he hurt you, angel.” 


Danny raised an eyebrow at me, almost laughing. 
"Have you forgotten I'm not seven, and I'm almost twice his size?" 


"Still," | persisted. "He's strong even though he's thin. Or he could hire someone to hurt you. You never know 


what he'll do." 


"Jorell Really, | don't care. | want to be yours." | sighed, feeling Danny curl up against me and press his lips to 
my neck once, so softly | could barely feel it: 


"You're lucky | love you." | growled playfully, entwining my fingers between his. "Danny, will you be my 
boyfriend?" | asked, a little smirk across my lips. 


He looked up at me. 

"No" He replied sarcastically, promptly pressing his lips to mine. | felt his tongue dabbing at my bottom lip, and 
| opened my mouth, giving him entry. | heard him moan teasingly into the kiss, feeling my belly do a little 
backflip. Damn him. | let my tongue prod lazily against his, letting him dominate (for now). Danny slipped onto 
my lap, breaking off the kiss with a soft sigh. 

A little giggle escaped his lips, leaving me smirking. 

"You taste like cotton candy." 

| laughed. 

"| know, remember that we shared some earlier?" 

"| want more." Danny flashed his infamous puppy eyes at me, like molten chocolate. 

Fine, after we get off" | chuckled, kissing his forehead. | peeked around him out the side, gasping softly. 
"Damn, we're high." | murmured in awe, Danny staring out with me. 

"| can see the guys." 

"No, you can't." 


"Yes!" Danny persisted, a cute little grin across his face. 


"See?" | peered down where he was pointing, rolling my eyes. There was a group of four people, but there was 


no way to tell who they were. 
"You're silly." | laughed softly, ruffling his fluffed-up hair. Danny laughed. 


"I think | may dye my hair blonde again" He changed the subject absentmindedly, twirling a longer piece of hair 
around his first finger. 


"You always look hot." | replied. Danny raised an eyebrow at me, rolling his eyes. 
‘Sure, baby." 


"Really!" | smiled sweetly, stroking his cheek with my thumb. "You're beautiful” 


Danny stared down away from my eyes, his face lit up in a blush. 
"T-thank you." | could barely hear him whisper. | laughed softly, realizing the ride was halfway down now. 
"| love you, cutie.” 


‘| love you too, hottie" Danny laughed, sliding off my lap and plopping back down next to me, his hand resting 
comfortably on my thigh. | enjoyed the silence, sighing happily. 


There was a calm breeze, just barely flowing through my hair. A few minutes later the ride returned to the 


ground. 


| texted Jordon saying we were going on it again. 


Five 

[Danny's POV] 

checked my watch, yawning, It was only seven o'clock, but | was exhausted from the day. 

The fair was closing in an hour, and most people had already left. | leaned over to Jorel and took another bite 
of the cotton candy we were sharing. Matt was on his phone next to us, probably taking selfies and tweeting 
them. 


We were waiting for Jordon to get fed up with his basketball game, which was probably rigged. He was on his 
fourth try and still hadn't made a basket. 


"| could probably make a shot" Jorel whispered to me, laughing quietly. 
"Don't let him hear you, he'll get angry." | laughed back 

"So much for the big "basketball team champion"! Jorel grinned, taking a bite of the cotton candy. 
"Yeah, Jordon can barely hit the rim" 

Another five minutes. Jordon stomped off, fuming. 


"There's one more shot he paid for, if any of you want to try." The teenager working it spoke, and | could tell 
he was holding back his laughter. 


"Sure" Jorel stepped up, grabbing the ball. With an easy flick of his wrist, the ball sailed through the air and 


landed neatly in the basket. | could tell Jordon was about to scream. 


"lIl take the furry green tail, please." Jorel picked out his prize, the one Jordon was going for. He handed it to 


his friend, a cocky smile spread across his lips. 


"Go to hell" Jordon mumbled, putting on the tail, strapping it through his jean's loopholes. It looked ridiculous. | 
giggled, following the guys with Jordon in the lead, his fluffy green tail swinging behind him. 


We had decided as a group to head to Jordon's, he had a lot of beer in need of drinking. 


| pushed open the car door, following Jorel up the steps where George was waiting for us with the door held 


open. The others were already inside. 


| trotted into the living room, where Jordon had already put the boxes of beer cans on the floor. Jordon 
himself was seated on the floor, a beer in one hand and his phone in the other. Jorel sat down next to me, 


grabbing a can for each of us. | sighed softly, popping it open and taking a sip. 


Everyone was pretty tired and no one wanted to talk at the moment, but that would change when they 
started getting tipsy. | chuckled to myself. Everyone will probably end up sleeping over. 


Dylan was situated a bit awkwardly, laying across Matt's lap. Matt was taking another selfie. Tonight was going 
to be interesting. 


[Later, Jorel's POV] 


| took another swig of my beer, yawning. It must've been well-past midnight by now. | turned to check up on 
Danny, seeing that he was no longer beside me. 


When did he move? 


| scanned the room, not seeing my lover. | blinked a few times, preparing to ask Jordon where he went, but my 


voice wouldn't come. | took another sip. 

Suddenly, Danny plopped down on my lap, his hands wrapped around my shoulders. 

"Hey, Daddy." He murmured, causing me to raise an eyebrow. 

"Hey, sweetie. you feelin alright?" My voice broke halfway through, but he got the point. | hope. 

I'm sleepy, Daddy." 

"Why are you calling me Daddy?" 

"Because you're my Daddy, duh." 

| blew out a breath, laughing softly. What a nerd, | grinned, my arms wrapped firmly around his hips. 
"You should go to sleep." 

sha ndagnaadle 


| rolled my eyes at his childish response, fully aware he was hammered. Just not really fully aware, | was a bit 


lost myself. 


| yawned, removing a hand from Danny's hip to pick up my beer and take another sip. Danny started to squirm 
on my lap, wiggling so his body pressed against mine. | smirked softly, pressing my lips to his forehead. | could 
feel Dylan's drunken eyes burning into us, but | didn't mind. He probably wasn't even staring at us, just in our 


general direction 

| sighed contently, leaning back against the sofa | was in front of. Danny's warm breath on my neck started to 
slow into a steady tempo, and soon enough | could tell he'd fallen asleep. | played with his hair lovingly, twirling 
it between my fingers and leaning down to kiss his head softly. | wanted to stay here forever. 

But it seems luck wouldn't have it that way. 


The door flew open, causing my head to jerk up and see who dare invade on our private party. 


"Hey, fags." Deuce called, slamming the door behind him. George, the only one not completely lost to the world, 
stood up. 


"Get out" He took a step forward, balling his fists. 


Deuce smirked at him, taking a step as well. Then he swung at George, hitting his square on the cheek George 
leapt forward, punching Deuce right in the stomach. He bent over, gasping for breath for a few good seconds. 
Dylan was up now. | was about to attempt to move Danny off my lap when Deuce froze, pointing a finger at 


us. 


"You two! And | thought it was a joke before, that you were a thing, well fuck!" He laughed, a slightly-crazy 
laugh. "I guess | was wrong, thinking that slut was loyal." 


"He's no slut" | growled, gingerly laying him on the floor, still in his doze. "You're just a fucking bastard who 
can't understand that you fucked up and you lost him." | stood up fully, staring my ex-band mate in the eyes. 
lm treating him better than you ever could, so give up. And l'm proud to say he's mine.” 

| was about to really start spitting venom, so | stepped back and picked Danny up, placing him on the couch, his 
chest and head lifted with a pillow or two. Deuce glared at me, stalking closer until he was almost nose-to-nose 


with me. 


"And | thought | knew you, Mr. Decker." He mumbled angrily, shoving me back before turning on his heel and 


swaggering out the door. 
| growled, brushing myself off before kneeling next to Danny, suddenly realizing he's awake again 
| heard it all" He murmured quietly. 


"So why did you make me pick you up?" | chuckled light-heartedly, brushing a stray hair off his forehead. 


"Lazy." He replied, giggling. 


| rolled my eyes, kissing his forehead. | straightened up, stretching. Danny tugged at my hand. | raised my 


eyebrows, looking back down at him. 
"| love you, Daddy." He smiled innocently, his huge chocolate eyes brighter than usual. 


| chuckled, leaning over and kissing both his cheeks, then his forehead and down his nose. Finally, | let my lips 


slide against his, just for a few hot moments. 


"I love you too, Dannyboy. 


Six 
[Danny's POV] 


| shifted in my place on Jorel's lap, my thighs still a bit sore from the night before. Jorel's arms were 
wrapped protectively around my waist as he sipped his coffee, and now that it was heading further into spring 
it was finally warming up. 


| had been living with Jorel for quite a while now, and | had grown into my new home. 


Aron hadn't bothered us since the party at Jordon's, and that was two weeks ago. | yawned, leaning back to 
look at Jorel's phone as he tapped away. 


"Who are you texting?" | murmured, turning around so | was straddling his lop. 
"Dylan He's got a bad hangover." Jorel snickered, showing me the phone. 
‘Oh man, are you sure he isn't still drunk?" | laughed. 


Jorel shrugged, typing a reply to "my hed hurtz so fuccking bad’. | chuckled, resting my chin on my boyfriend's 


shoulder. 
"Is supposed to be beautiful today. We should go out and do something.’ 
Jorel raised an eyebrow, giving him a questioning look. 


"We could have a picnic in the backyard" | suggested, my right hand playing with his hair and my left hand 


around his waist. Jorel shrugged, a little grin on his lips. 

"We'd have to make food though, and that means work" 

"We'll do it together!" | persisted, giving his hair a playful but gentle tug. 

Jorel groaned, laughing. 

"Fine, fine. Sandwiches it is, because | can't make anything else." 

"You can make pizza rolls." | pointed out, grinning victoriously. 

"I can make anything that's ‘put it on the tray for IO minutes’, hon You could be a fucking chef 


"l'm not that good!" 


Jorel snorted. 
"You're amazing. Now, go get dressed and I'll start pulling out some bread." 


| nodded, mischievously sneaking my hands up his shirt and quickly tugging it off. | hopped off his lap and ran 
down the hallway with it, giggling. 


"But now you have to get dressed too!" | called, trotting into our bedroom. | took off my robe, pulling Jorel's 
shirt over my head. It hung a bit loosely off my frame as | tugged on some gray skinny jeans, hearing Jorel's 


feet pounding down the hallway. 


"Oh, come on" He groaned, spotting me in his shirt. | grinned devilishly, slapping his ass before heading out to 
the kitchen, leaving him to dress himself. Again. 


| jogged out into the kitchen, pulling out a loaf of white bread and some turkey and cheese. | took out a large 
plate, setting it to the side. | placed a cutting board down on the countertop, beginning to cut the edges off the 
bread, just like Jorel liked it. 


Right on cue, Jorel met me in the kitchen, his feet bare on the tile floor. 


"Don't you need socks?" | chuckled. My boyfriend groaned, leaving once again to get socks. He returned 
moments later, a baggy Metallica shirt replacing the one | stole. 


"Did Dylan respond, or did he pass out again?" | questioned, turning back to the sandwiches. 


"Yeah, I'm actually still talking to him. He seems to be coming to, though." Jorel replied, running his hand 
through his fluffy hair as he blew out a breath. He looked up at me, smiling softly. 


"You're beautiful" He suddenly said, staring at me as if it was the first time he had ever seen me. | strode 


over To him, wrapping my arms up and around his shoulders. 
| could say the same for you." | murmured, my deep hazel eyes shimmering with adoration 
"No, no baby, seriously. You're gorgeous." Jorel's arms were around my waist now, holding me against him. 


"I love you." | whispered, my voice cracking a bit. | felt my face light up in an embarrassed blush, but Jorel 


only chuckled. 
"| love you too, you adorable, beautiful, sexy piece of ass." | giggled, feeling him squeeze my butt. 


"Hey, hey.let's make the food, yes?" | laughed, leading him back to the countertop. 


"Put the turkey on this half, I'll put the cheese on this half and we'll put them together after." | smiled at him, 
starting my job. 


We would make four sandwiches, since they were small and Jorel tends to eat a lot. | hadn't eaten breakfast, 
so this seemed perfect. Jorel started to put the sandwiches together as | grabbed the plastic wrap, neatly 
putting the sticky wrap over the plate. | grabbed two paper plates and some plastic utensils out of a drawer, 


waiting by the door with the sandwiches. 


Jorel grabbed two iced tea bottles, following me out and closing the back door behind us. Who needed shoes 


anyway? 

| gasped, suddenly remembering. 

"Babe, we forgot a blanket." | groaned. 

Jorel rolled his eyes. 

"Don't get your panties in a knot, I'll go get one." | laughed, finding a nice place under a tree where we could sit. 
Jorel returned a few minutes later with a large gray blanket. He spread it out on the grass, letting me put 
everything down before he plopped down on it. 

‘Its so nice out here." | murmured, a gentle breeze just barely caressing my cheeks. 

"Yeah, you were right." 

"Arent | always?" | chuckled. 

"Yeah, yeah. Whatever you say." Jorel smirked, opening up the cling wrap and taking out the first sandwich. | 
grabbed one too, putting it down on the plate as | popped my iced tea bottle open | took a swig, feeling Jorel's 
eyes on me. 

| swallowed, raising my eyebrows. 

"What?" | smiled, leaning over to him and laying my head in his lap. 

"Nothing, | just can't keep my eyes off you." He flirted, smirking stupidly. 

| laughed softly, giving his knee a little squeeze. 


"Oh, yeah? Keep your eyes on that sandwich, because | want to eat without you staring at me." 


"| could think of things I'd rather eat.wait, who said that?" Jorel chuckled, taking another bite of his sandwich 


while stroking a stray piece of hair off my now burning-hot cheeks. 


"I think sitting up is a good idea if you want to eat" He hinted. | did so, stretching, feeling my back pop. | sighed 
contently, reaching for my sandwich when | felt my boyfriend's cool hand slip up the back of my shirt, his 
trimmed nails gently scratching. | felt goosebumps run up and down my arms, giggling a little at the sensation | 


took a bite of my food, licking my lips. 
"We did a damn good job with these." | laughed, turning back to Jorel. | situated myself to my legs were tangled 
with his, wiggling my toes in my blue socks. Jorel poked my foot (which was dangerously close to his 


crotchular region) with his free hand, causing me to giggle. 


"That tickles!" Jorel grinned, leaning over and kissing me softly, then leaning back to finish off the first half of 


his sandwich. 


| took another drink as he grabbed his second half. The sun was high in the sky, and the breeze was dying 
down It was a perfect day, the sun gently warming my exposed skin | yawned, taking another bite. 


[Ten Minutes Later] 


Jorel laid down on the blanket, all our foodstuffs packed up in a stack of plates. | flopped down with him, laying 
on our backs and staring up at the clouds floating peacefully through the heavenly sky above. 


"That one looks like a heart Jorel pointed up. | saw nothing but a blob, but | could tell he was trying to be 


romantic. Emphasis on trying. 
"Yeah." | murmured, snuggling up closer to him and resting my head on his chest. 


"We should do this more often" Jorel said softly, lacing his fingers in between mine, our hands placed on his 


belly. 
"| like this even more than going out to a restaurant." | admitted, planting a kiss on his cheek. 


"Me too." 


Seven 


[Jorel's POV] 


"George called" | said, turning to Danny, who was laying on the sofa, reading a book My boyfriend raised a 
questioning eyebrow at me, probably a bit annoyed | had interrupted his reading. 


"He said he and Jordon are looking for venues for a small tour around the US. in a few months.” Danny sat 


right up, a huge grin plastered to his face. 
"Really? Oh man, | can't wait!" | chuckled, making my way over to him and sitting down. 


"Yeah, it's gonna be a lot of fun George also said they were going out tonight to the club, and they just 
haven't heard from Matt yet. He wants us to go too. Jordon feels like dancing or something like that" 


Danny snickered, nodding. 
"Hell yeah, | wanna have some fun" 


Cool, I'll text him." | smiled, slipping my phone out of my pocket. | quickly sent our friend a confirming text, 


then stood up. "l'm gonna take a shower and get dressed." 


"lIl come with you." | raised an eyebrow, receiving nothing in reply but a peck on my cheek. | shrugged, walking 


to the bathroom with Danny trotting behind. 
"You want some, don't you?" | turned to him, grinning mischievously. Danny shrugged. 


‘| was thinking about that for later." He smirked dirtily at me, causing me to blush in surprise. "But now my 


hair could just use a good wash, y'know." 


Danny was back to his innocent little devilish self, smiling cutely with his bottom lip caught between his teeth. | 
groaned, laughing softly. 


"Come on, then" | led him into the bathroom, closing the door behind us. | pressed a kiss to my slightly- 
shorter boyfriend's forehead, tugging his shirt over his head. | sighed softly, feeling his cool fingers slip under 
my own shirt, pulling it off. | reached over and turned on the water, waiting for it to heat up. Meanwhile, | 
undid my belt, unthreading it and tossing it with the pile of clothes that was now accumulating. 


Soon enough, the water was warm enough to get in, and Danny stepped in first. | followed him in, little goose 
bumps prickling all over my back and shoulders as the water ran down my bare skin. Danny immediately 


gravitated toward me, wrapping his arms around my waist and holding me against him. 


"This is nice." He murmured finally after a few moments of silence, my arms now wrapping around him as well 
| smiled softly, tipping my head up to keep the water from rolling onto my face. 


| grabbed the shampoo bottle, squirting some into my hand and stepping back a little. Danny turned around as | 
gently massaged his scalp, a content sigh slipping past his lips. 


"Thank you." He murmured, leaning back against me just a bit. After a few minutes of this, he turned and 
stood under the water, shaking his head, little bubbles flying all over. | laughed, reaching for the bottle of body 
wash, but he beat me to it. 

"Joreeeeel." He grinned evilly, one hand lifted with the blue gel. 

"C'mere, baby, | don't bite. Well, not counting in the bedroom." He chuckled, stepped forward until | was in front 
of him again. | watched my boyfriend rub his palms together, getting them nice and bubbly before gently 


beginning to clean me. | bite my lip softly, wrapping my arms around his shoulders and leaning forward. 


Danny hummed softly and continued his work, cleansing my shoulders and back. | closed my eyes, hearing him 


start to sing quietly. 


"It seems like everybody knows, you're running in circles again. | fell into your perfect smile, no one should 
know about this. You keep your smile and I'll keep this to myself." 


| recognized the song as For The Rest Of Us, one of the songs Lorene Drive put out before Danny left. 
"You're a wonderful thing, and that's obvious. But don't light that cigarette again." 


| sang back, just as softly, a soft smile molding my lips. Danny paused, wrapping his arms around my waist and 
just standing still 


"It seems like everybody knows that you're not going to be around this time next year" 

He sighed softly, resting his chin on my shoulder. Silence. | swallowed, hoping he was alright 
"That's stuck in my head now" 

| murmured, trying to brighten the mood that suddenly darkened 

“Sorry 

"No, | like it. | want to hear your voice all day long. It's beautiful” 


Danny looked up at me, and then | understood 


"Do you want to get out, baby?" | pressed my lips to his forehead, turning off the shower when he nodded, 
"Im sorry.” Danny blurted out once we were standing in our room again, towels around our hips. 
"What for?" 

"| shouldn't be thinking about him. | hate him, | cant stand him. But that song just." 

| sat down on our bed, patting the blanket for him to sit next to me. 

‘Love, it's okay. | know. Im not angry at you for being upset over what happened’ 

Danny shrugged, staring down at his lap. 

"| love you, you know that, right?" 

He nodded 

"Do you want a hug?" 

Another nod 


| wrapped my arms around him, holding him tight against me. | heard him whimper, then a sniffle. | pulled away, 


staring down at him. 


"Please, please don't cry. You're gonna make me cry." | chuckled sadly at the last part, wiping a runaway tear 


off my boyfriend's cheek with my thumb. 

‘| really do love you, Jorel." 

"I know, baby. It's gonna be okay. | promise." 

Danny sighed softly, leaning against my chest, my arms around his waist. 

"Why is it so hard to get over someone who hurt you?" He asked, probably not even to me. 
| can't tell you that, baby, but know I'll be here for you every step of the way." 

He glanced up at me, a slight smile pulling at his lips. 

"Do you believe me?" Danny smiled a little wider now. 


"| believe you." 


| crouched down, going through my drawers. We had to get dressed now if we were going to meet the guys on 


"time", meaning late. 

| tossed on a Black Flag shirt and a pair of baggy dark jeans, slipping into my sneakers as | watched Danny tug 
a red t-shirt over his head, along with some black jeans | wasn't sure actually fit him, but | certainly wasn't 
complaining. 

| waited at our bedroom's door as he grabbed both of our phones off the side table, handing me mine. 


"Thanks." | smiled, following him out the door and to the car. 


"Which bar are we going to again?" 


Danny asked, hopping in the passenger seat. 
"The one of the corner of Rev Avenue and Sullivan Street, I'm sure.” 


| started up the car, pulling out of our driveway and taking off down the street. 


Eight 
[Jorel's POV] 


| checked my watch, realizing Danny had left the bar stool next to mine almost twenty minutes ago. Where 


was he? 


| looked around, narrowing my eyes. The sound of Jeffree Star's Get Away With Murder was blasting through 


the speakers; a strange music choice for a club, but | enjoyed it for the most part. 

We'd been at the bar for a few hours; | could see Jordon dancing with some girls with Dylan hovering 
awkwardly, and George and Matt were seated a few stools to my left, but my boyfriend was nowhere to be 
found. 


| felt my chest start to tighten, suddenly wondering if Deuce had gotten ahold of him. Danny had been drinking 


already, and was in no shape to be alone. Hopefully he isn't hurt. 


| was about to stand up when a flurry on the dance floor caught my eye, and there was Danny, dancing 


seductively around Jordon and Dylan and confusing every one of the girls; to the point where they left. 
| rolled my eyes, watching Dylan be grinded on 

"Yo, Jorell" | smirked over at Jordon, trying not to burst out laughing. 

"What's wrong, Mr. Scene?" | called back, crossing my leg over my other. 

"Take care of your boyfriend over here, he needs a leash. 


| laughed, standing up and starting to make my way over. Danny paused his dancing, staring over at me before 


trotting closer. | raised an eyebrow, now nose-to-nose with him. 
Suddenly, he pushed me back onto the bar stool, straddling my lap. 


"Damn, Rose.can't you wait until we're home?" | teased, knowing he probably only comprehended half of the 


words. 


"Don't call me Roooooose." He slurred, a dumb little giggle slipping past his lips as he scooted closer until our 


chests were touching. 
| settled my hands on his hips, giving his ass a slap when he rested his head on my shoulder. 


‘lm sleepy." 


"Its tiring being a slut, | know." 

"What?" Danny sat up straight, staring at me with wide eyes. "D-did you call me a-" 
"Yeah, because that's what you are." 

Danny smirked, suddenly realizing the game. 

"Only for you, though.” 

| snorted, chuckling. 

"You're smashed." 

"And horny." 

A few moments of silence. 


Danny shifted on my lap, purposely grinding his bulge against mine, which was starting to show. | bit my lip, 
wiggling my hips under him. 


"Can't you wait until we get home?" 
Danny shrugged, ordering another beer while he was facing the bar. 


"We're sharing that, because you don't need another whole beer." | murmured, one hand moving lower onto the 


side of his thigh. 
"You're fun when you're drunk" 


"Aren't | always fun?" My boyfriend pouted, taking the beer from the bartender and trying to pop it open, 


without much luck. 

| took it from him and snapped it open with ease. 
"Show off" 

| only grinned in reply. 


Danny closed his eyes, his chin resting comfortably on my shoulder once more. 


"l'm gonna take a nap here, goodnight. 
| snorted. 


"Goodnight, you dork." 


[Danny's Dream] 


| woke, yawning. After a few moments of silence | rolled over to see my boyfriend's back. | gently traced my 


finger down his spine, sighing contently. He shifted, seeming to wake. 
My boyfriend rolled over in bed, smiling softly at me with kind eyes. 
"G'morning, Danny." He pressed a kiss to my forehead. 


"Good morning, Aron" | felt Aron's hand rest on my hip, pulling me closer to him. | snuggled into his chest, 


closing my eyes. 


"You're beautiful, baby." Aron murmured sweetly, his long fingers resting on the small of my bare back. | 


giggled quietly, entwining my legs between his. 

"You're warm" | mumble, opening my eyes to see him staring down at me. 

"What a compliment” He mumbled, rolling his eyes sarcastically. | laughed, burying my nose in his neck 
| love you, Aron" 

"| love you more, Danny." 

"No, you don't! | love you most." 

"Whatever you say, sweetheart. | love you more." 

| paused. 

"You'll be mine forever, won't you?" 

| nervously shifted my gaze up to his, meeting his loving eyes. 


course, Danny. would | ever leave yous 
"Of D y Why ld | l you?" 


[Danny's POV] 


| blinked awake, still on Jorel's lap. | yawned, thankfully feeling much more sober than before. 
"Hey, baby." Jorel murmured sweetly, rubbing my back softly. 


| sat up straight, checking my watch. It was eleven at night, which wasn't terribly late, but | wanted to go 


home, and | wanted to go home now. 
"Jorel, where are the rest of the guys?" | whispered, my voice a bit hoarse. | cleared my throat. 


"We were all gonna leave when you woke up, but Matt has already taken off. He had to drive Jordon home 


before he got us all kicked out." 
| snorted, sliding off my boyfriend's lap a bit shakily. 


The dream was laughing on my shoulder, bringing back more bittersweet memories I'd rather forget and 


twirling its little red tail teasingly. 


"You feeling alright, babe?" Jorel was staring worriedly at me, standing up and wrapping his arm around my 


waist. 

The crowd had grown since | had passed out, and | was feeling a bit anxious. 

"Can we go home?" | asked softly, Jorel's hand finding its way into mine. 

"Okay, as | said, the rest of us were gonna leave now anyway." 

George had an arm around Dylan, but it seemed Jorel was the only one fit to drive. The others had all come 
together in Matt's car, and he had already left, so we all were going to pack into Jorel's car. | stretched, 
another yawn escaping my lips. The four of us headed out to the parking lot, sluggishly getting into the car. 
"Is anyone awake back there?" Jorel chuckled, turning the car into gear and driving out of the bar lot. 

| was in the passenger seat, unsure if he meant me. 


"Kind of" George mumbled, shoving a sleeping Dylan off his shoulder to conveniently land face-first in his lap. 


"Good god." George growled, unsure of what to do with Dylan at this point. 


| bit my lip softly, curling up in the seat as best as | could with a seat-belt on | didn't want to sleep again, in 


case another dream occurred. 
| didn't want to think about Aron anymore. 
He was a past chapter of my life, but it was great while it lasted-Danny, stop. 


| sighed softly, staring out the window at the street lights passing by. Soon enough, it seemed George had 
drifted off as well 


| jumped, feeling Jorel's hand on my shoulder. 
"Baby, go to sleep. You're exhausted" | shrugged. 


"Focus on the road" | mumbled, not turning to look at him, but | could still feel the hurt in his gaze. | couldn't 
look at him, | was fighting with myself inside and knew if | spoke to him, | would snap and say something |'d 
regret. I'll talk to you later, | promised him silently, wishing he could hear it, but my voice wouldn't come to 


say it anyway. 


The more | thought of Aron, the more | regret running away. But | had to remember how it was before | left. 
He could've killed you, Danny. Get your head together. | closed my eyes, trying to shut off all the thoughts 
pecking angrily at my brain and the guilt prodding at my heart from ignoring Jorel. Finally, | slipped into an 
uncomfortable sleep. 


Nine 
[Jorel's POV] 


The car was silent, but | could still hear Danny's words echoing; even though wasn't anything | should be 
bothered by. Fuck, | hope he's alright. | blew out a heavy breath, pulling into our driveway. | had already 
dropped off Dylan and George. 


| pulled out the key, hopping out and trailing to the other side of the car. | opened the door, gently picking up 
my boyfriend and carrying him inside. 


Danny squirmed a little against my chest, but held still until | closed our front door with my foot. 
"You can put me down" He whispered, barely able to be heard. 


"Not yet" | replied firmly, locking the door and trailing to our bedroom, where | plopped him on the bed. | 
quickly changed so | was wearing just my boxers, waiting on the bed for Danny to finish changing. 


"Hon?" | murmured softly, knowing he liked the name better than some of the others | had given him. 
"Yeah?" He turned back to me, pulling on a pair of shorts and climbing into bed. 


"What were you thinking about earlier? When you seemed upset?" | pulled the covers up over us, my hand 
resting on his hip. 


"Nothing." Danny had buried in my chest, wrapping his arms tightly around my midsection. 
"Don't lie to me." Danny whimpered. 


"Can we just talk about it tomorrow?" He whispered, not looking up at me. | sighed softly, wrapping my arm 
around his waist. 


“Alright. | love you." 
Danny was silent for a moment, and almost scared me until he released a huge yawn. 


"I love you too, babe." He snuggled against me, and soon enough, his easy breathing in the silence told me he 


had drifted off. 


| only wished there were less things on my mind so | could as well 


I'd been awake for about twenty minutes now without doing anything, just thinking. It was still early anyway, 


and it was peaceful watching Danny's chest rise and fall against my own. 

Danny was positioned as close as physically possible to me, pressing himself against my body and tangling his 
legs between mine. It was adorable, actually. He looked so sweet and innocent as he slept- although, he always 
looked sweet and innocent. While | was spaced out, | hadn't realized Danny had awoken, staring up at me with 

sleepy eyes. 

"Hey, baby." | murmured, pressing a kiss to his forehead. 

Its Aron" He blurted out, his face suddenly reddening with shame. 

"What about him?" | asked, worry shading my gaze. 

"He's why | was upset earlier. | had a dream, about when we were together. l'm sorry | didn't tell you then, | 
was just so depressed about it. | don't have feelings for him anymore, he's just this thorn in my side | can't 


seem to get rid of." 


"None of us can get him out of our minds." | mumbled, knowing the wounds with Deuce were still fresh in the 


minds of my fellow band members. Danny sighed softly. 


"Rose, it's okay. | know you're still hurt over what happened. I'm always here for you, don't be afraid to talk to 
me about him. You thought he was the one." 


| let the words hang in the air, and | could practically hear Danny screaming ‘No, he wasn't! 

"| know now that he wasn't, and never will be" He murmured instead, the red on his face starting to lighten 
"Hey, maybe I'm not either, but I'l be here for you every step of the way" 

Danny shrugged, tracing a finger down my chest: 

"| think you are" 

| bit my lip softly, feeling the same but too afraid to say. 

"Ly-yeah. Me too." 

Danny chuckled softly. 


"You're definitely something different, Mr. Decker." 


[Danny's POV] 


| sat up on the bed, stretching. | stood, grabbing my robe from the door handle and heading to the kitchen 
while tugging it on, leaving Jorel to follow. | paused in the kitchen doorway, tying the robe and turning back to 
see if he was coming. Sure enough, he was right behind me, grabbing me around the waist and walking the two 
of us in 

"Want some coffee?" He asked, opening the fridge. 

"Aren't your feet cold?" | motioned to his bare feet, chuckling. "And sure, thanks." 


Jorel lifted up one foot and wiggled his toes at me, making me laugh. He knew what worked when it came to 


cheering me up furthermore. 


"You really love that robe, don't you?" He grinned mischievously, reaching over and tugging out the knot | made 


to keep it on around my waist. 
Its so fluffy- Dammit, fuck you." | laughed, retying it and scooting out of his arm's range. 
"Love you too." He chuckled, pulling out some milk and then coffee mix out of the cabinet next to the fridge. 


| leaned against the counter as he stared the coffee maker, the familiar sound of bubbling water soon filling 


the kitchen | sighed contently, tugging up one shoulder of my robe as it was falling off thanks to Jorel's antics. 
"Extra milk in mine, please." | murmured once he was pouring the dark liquid into our mugs. 

‘Like always." He smirked at me, making me roll my eyes. 

"l'm just reminding you, since you forgot Matt's last name the other day." 

"Busek! Busek, Busek, Busek!" Jorel almost yelled, breaking off into a laughing fit and almost spilling the creamer. 
"You called him Mr. Terrel twicel” 

"He probably will be Mr. Terrel one day anyway!" 

| chuckled, imagining Jordon and Matt getting married. 

"Honestly, you're probably right. We should play matchmaker." Jorel snorted. 


"Jordon is already so gay, he can laugh at Matt all he wants but we all know the truth.’ 


| laughed, taking my cup off the counter and taking a sip. 


"I wonder how Mr. Scene is doing after last night, having to be dragged away early by his boyfriend- | mean, 
Matt." | chuckled. 


lm afraid to text him, once he knows we're awake he'll probably drag himself to our house in search of 


alcohol after Matt hid it all." 
"Probably." | giggled, my boyfriend's arm snaking its way around my waist and pulling me closer to him. 
"You're so warml" | exclaimed, in awe from how he was wearing basically nothing in the chilly kitchen. " 


‘lm a portable heater, private just for you." He smiled cheekily as | pecked his lips, resting my hand on his 
chest. 


"Dork" | smirked, booping his nose with my first finger. 

"Cutie." 

"No way," | snickered. 

"Yes, way" 

"Nuh-uh." 

"Mhm" 

"Nol" 

"Fight me!" 

Jorel laughed, kissing my forehead once, his lips trailing down my nose until he pressed his lips to mine, slowly 
starting to move them. | felt his tongue prod against my bottom lip, opening my mouth just a little to give him 
access. He sighed softly, letting his tongue wrestle with mine until | broke it off, but not without giving his 


bottom lip a gentle nip. 


Feisty." He smirked. | wiggled my eyebrows, a little giggle slipping out. | heard my phone go off in the bedroom, 
blaring Green Day's Christian's Inferno. Thank God that didn't go off while we were sleeping. 


| bet that's Jordon" | chuckled, placing my coffee on the counter and trotting off down the hall to get my 
phone. 


Ten 


[Deuce's POV] 
| flipped my pillow over (again), burying my face in it. | groaned, checking the time. 
3:26 am. 


| know | haven't been sleeping, and | know my friends are worried about me, but really, I'm trying. Its just not 


happening. 


Arina, my sister, keeps sending me texts, seeing if I'm awake, and every single one | have to answer or she'll 


think I'm dead, because everyone knows | haven't truly slept in a week or two. 
Ever since | found Jorel and Danny, really, together. 
I've never been so hurt in my life. 


| can't even remember what | did to drive him away. 


| had delved deeper into the world of alcohol after he left me, but now the empty bottles laughed and 
snickered at me, imitating my beloved's voice, calling me back to them until | smashed them on the table. As of 
now, there's probably glass in my foot, but | don't feel it. 

| haven't felt anything. 


| heard they were going on a new tour, and after the new album with Danny would begin | didn't even care 


about being replaced anymore, | just wanted him back 

| thought Jorel was my best friend. and now he took what mattered most. 

| growled, sitting up in bed and staring over at the framed photograph on my bedside table. It was of Danny 
and |, a few years ago. We had gone to the park as a date, a day away from all the craziness of our lives. It 
was a beautiful day, we had a little picnic and fed the ducks- well, he fed the ducks. | watched and took 
pictures, because | could never have enough photos of him. 


He was so beautiful, and now he's gone. 


| pushed back my bitterness, thinking instead about how we had sat down on my sweatshirt because we forgot 
a blanket in front of the pond, and took a few photos of ourselves. 


The park was gorgeous, but | only had eyes for Danny. 


| sighed, my phone dinging with another text from Arina yanking me out of my bittersweet memory. 
[A: yo dooce, u still awake?] 

[D: of course i am. :/ and don't call me dooce] 

[A: i get that you're upset over what happened, but you gotta try] 

[D: i am trying goddammit] 

[A: are you even in bed] 

[D: no, i'm on the fucking floor. yes i'm in bed] 

| waited, 

[A: ll just go] 

| sighed. | cared for her, really, | did, but | was not in the mood for her bullshit. 

| flopped back down on the bed, pushing the short conversation to the back of my mind. 
| tugged off the sweatpants | was wearing, suddenly realizing they were much too hot. 


My eyes were burning. | curled my knees up to my chest, huddling under the covers and squeezing my eyes 


shut. 

Maybe music will help me. 

| reached for my phone yet again, scrolling until | found the one song that would put me to sleep. 
For The Rest Of Us by Lorene Drive. 


And soon enough | fell into an uncomfortable snooze. 


| should've known not to put on Lorene Drive. 


| woke up with an aching head and bittersweet memories circling my head, whipping me in every direction and 


snickering in my right ear, then my left. 


And through it all, my ex's voice carried sweetly through my bedroom, accompanied by his old band. 
| fell into your perfect smile. 


| stared at the ceiling, picturing his beautiful smile in my mind. | swear | could see him sitting next to me in 


the corner of my eye, but when | turned, he was gone. 
| felt my eyes begin to tear up. Another text from Arina dulled the music for a second. 


| reached over and deleted the song. 


[Danny's POV, One Day Before Tour] 


| plopped my suitcase down on the bed, unzipping it and leaving it open as | turned around and began to go 


through my drawers, packing for the two weeks we'd be gone and extra in case of an emergency. 

My safe packing had helped me before, when | wasn't an official member yet. 

There was a time when George puked on me at the bar, and thankfully | had another shirt. | cringed, pushing 
that memory to the side. Jorel had packed earlier today, and was only considered ‘done’ after | had checked it 
and made sure he hadn't packed anything dumb. 

On that same tour with George's mess, he brought a baseball bat for some reason. 

| finished packing my clothes, yawning. | put an extra pair of Vans in the bag as well, along with the book | had 
been reading, Corey Taylor's Seven Deadly Sins. After a while longer, | finished packing, placing my suitcase on 
top of Jorel's. 

Right on cue, Jorel trotted into the room, putting a bag on top of our luggage, with our toothbrushes inside. 
"Thanks." | grinned, excitement pumping through my veins. 

"| can't wait for tomorrow." Jorel chuckled. 

"Don't laugh at me, it's my first tour with you guys when l'm an official member!" 


"You've always been an "official" member to me." Jorel laughed, wrapping his arms around me in a huge hug. 


"Thanks, babe." | chuckled, shoving the bag into my suitcase. 


Everything would get moved into the bus later, so organization didn't really matter. | sat down on the bed, 
swinging my feet. 


"So, what are we gonna do until tomorrow?" | asked, half to myself. 


"I dunno." Jorel flopped down next to me, laying back, his shirt popping up. | poked his now-exposed belly, 


grinning. 

"We could go out for dinner tonight. Just the two of us, y'know?" My boyfriend suggested. 
| raised an eyebrow, knowing Jorel normally would do anything to avoid going somewhere fancy. 
"If you want." He added, smiling up at me. 

"Sure, that sounds great." | nodded. "Where are we gonna go?" 

‘Its a surprise." Jorel laughed. | rolled my eyes. 

"Can | get a hint?" 

"You'll like it. That's your hint." | chuckled. 

"Very helpfull" 

Jorel nodded affirmatively. 

"How should | dress?" 

"Nice, but not over-the-top." | thought for a moment. 

"Okay." 

"You're still trying to figure out where we're going, aren't you?" 

My boyfriend smirked, chuckling. 

"Maybe." | laughed back, watching him sit up. 


"We're leaving at six. It'll be fun, | promise." Jorel pecked my cheek, then scurried out of the room, leaving me 


To my guesses. 


Eleven 


[Danny's POV] 


| tugged a plain black t-shirt from what was left in my drawers, and some plain gray jeans. | changed into this, 
then tugged on a black-and-gray striped blazer. | thought | looked pretty sharp until | looked in the mirror and 
saw the mess my hair was. 

| trotted to the bathroom, quickly combing my unruly hair back down where it belonged. It was still a bit spiky, 
but better than before. | bit my lip a bit nervously, Jorel had locked himself in our room as soon as | had left 


for the bathroom. 


Once | was dinner-ready, | headed into the living room and plopped down on the soft couch. | pulled out my 


phone and saw | had a new text. 

<254 pm> 

[KURLY FRY: Hey dannyboy, you ready for the tour?? :D] 

| still wondered why | made Matt's name in my phone ‘Kurly Fry‘, but | kept it. It made me laugh. 
[DANNY: yo! :D hell yeah, i can't wait to get going! 

Matt answered almost immediately. He's probably been waiting for hours. 

Heh. 

[KURLY FRY: Cool man cool.you busy with the ol' j dawg tonight??] 

Oh man, he's definitely planning something. 

[DANNY: yeah, how'd you know? :0] 

[KURLY FRY: He told everyone not to call because he's gonna be in a fancy restaurant] 
Oh. Maybe not: 

[DANNY: i see.] 

[KURLY FRY: He's totally not planning anything dude just a normal date ahaha] 


[DANNY: yeah, okay. see you tomorrow kurlzz P] 


| turned off my phore, rolling my eyes. 

At that moment, Jorel came out of the hallway, dressed in black dress pants and a white button up. 
‘| feel underdressed" | stared up at him, biting my lip. 

‘Nah, babe, you look beautiful as always." | felt my cheeks heat up. 

"Matt texted me.you told no one to call tonight?" Jorel nodded. 

"Yeah, | didn't want to be interrupted by someone who had a few too many beers on our date." 
"Matt said it was a fancy restaurant.” 

"He's right." 

| squinted at him. 

"l'm starting to get suspicious." 

Jorel laughed. 


"Come on baby, let's go. You'll enjoy it, | promise." He grabbed my hand and we walked out together. 


| followed Jorel in the restaurant, which was named ‘Shadows’. It seemed really fancy, and | suddenly felt self- 


conscious. 


Jorel was walking with the waiter to the table already, and | quickly followed, sitting down across from my 
boyfriend in the booth we were given. 


"This is really nice. Thank you." | murmured softly, smiling sweetly. 


"You're welcome, hon" Jorel pushed a menu over to me, taking one for himself. | looked it over, flipping the 


page and humming softly to myself. 


Jorel's foot poked my leg under the table. | looked over my menu to see him smirking at me, causing a little 


giggle to slip past my lips. Suddenly, the waiter was back, ready to take our drink order. 


"Just a coke, please." Jorel said, glancing over at me. 


‘Ill have the same." | replied, looking back down at my menu after the waiter left. 
"What are you gonna get?" | murmured, putting my menu back down on the table. 
"Probably just the burger." Jorel chuckled. He was never one for fancy things. 


"Me too." | smiled, putting my menu with his on the end of the table. 


"That was fun" | giggled, taking his hand in mine as we headed back out to the car. 


"Ill do more surprise dinners then" Jorel grinned, swinging our hands between us. | laughed, remembering how 


suspicious | was earlier. 


"Man, between you and Matt, you guys had me thinking you were gonna propose or something." | chuckled, 
pressing a quick kiss to his lips. 


"One day, my love." 


[Deuce's POV] 


Tomorrow is when their tour begins. | yawned, stretching from my spot on the sofa 


| ran my hand over my face, realizing | haven't shaved in what seemed like forever, and at this rate I'd have a 


goddamn beard growing. 

| cracked my knuckles, wishing | had someone to talk to. 

| reached for my phone and unlocked it, opening my Instagram, which | had probably last posted on three 
months ago. | scrolled through my feed, seeing nothing but ‘why did you leave hollywood undead?’, and ‘the new 
guy can't even sing livel you were so much better!. It was touching that they cared, but hurt at the same 
time becouse | knew Danny had a beautiful voice, and he didn't deserve to be made fun of online. 


| sighed. 


| wanted to start a solo career, but had no idea what to do first or where to start, so that would have to 


wait. 


| suddenly realized | was cold. | tugged the blanket | was sitting on over me, snuggling up to a pillow. | would get 


over Danny. 


In time. 


At some point | had drifted off, but | didn't feel any less tired Actually, | felt more exhausted after waking up. 
Go figure. 


| dragged myself off the sofa, trailing into the kitchen with the blanket still wrapped around my shoulders and 
flowing along after me like a cape. | started to boil some water, pulling out a packet of hot chocolate powder 


and some marshmallows. 


| remembered how | used to make hot chocolate for Danny and |, how we'd sit next to each other on the sofa 


and cuddle after we were done, toasty warm and affectionate. 

| scowled, pouring the boiling water into a mug and then the packet. | stirred it with a spoon, sighing. | now 
knew what ‘lonely’ truly meant. He would sit on my lap and fall asleep against my chest, and I'd carry him to 
our room when it got too late- that's when this house was a home. 


But not anymore. 


| may live and dwell in this house, but no longer would | ever call it home. My home is where my love is, and 


my love is gone. 
A house is not a home without love. 


| sighed, trailing my finger along the black sparkly countertop that Danny had picked out when we redid this 
house all those years ago. At least he isn't here to watch it become dusty and dull. 


| took another sip of my hot chocolate; the taste of my home, but with no home to be found 


Twelve 


[Jorel's POV] 


We had already finished moving our things into the bus, and we were just waiting for Dylan to get his last bag. 


| had taken a seat on the old couch that has molded to our bodies, leaving stupidly obvious imprints from the 


time. 


Our first show was in Orange County, CA. The tour was only two weeks long, hitting a few major cities and 


popular towns in the US, with a few smaller shows in between, 
"Jorel?" Danny's soft voice interrupted my thoughts as | directed my attention to him. 
"Yeah, babe?" 


"Just seeing if you were still in there." He giggled, his hand resting on my knee. He must've sat down while | 


was spaced out. 
| chuckled, wrapping an arm around his shoulders. 
"| can tell someone's excited for the tour." | murmured, smiling broadly. 


"Yeah, | can't wait. This one doesn't feel like a tour, more like a vacation, a getaway from everything that's 


been going on" 
| nodded silently, smiling as Danny yawned. 


"lim gonna go take a nap. I'm exhausted." He grinned, standing up from his place on the sofa with me. "Come 


wake me when we're getting close." 
"Danny, it's only gonna be an hour or two.” 


I'm sleepy.” | watched him trot down the hall into the bunks, closing the door behind him. | chuckled to myself, 
standing up and heading to the small kitchen to see what we had in the fridge. 


[Deuce's POV] 


Their first show was just a few towns over, about two hours away. | knew they'd be leaving soon, with the 


show being tomorrow. They'd want to check out the place. 


| tossed some of my clothes into a suitcase, grabbing only what was necessary for a two-week trip and loading 


it into my car. | yawned, hopping into my car and starting it up. 
| had decided last night what | was going to do; | had to follow the tour. 


| didn't know what exactly | was going to do yet, but the plan was to run into Danny and talk things out. He had 


to give me another chance, he just had to. 
| groaned. Anxiety prickled at my fingertips as | pulled out of my driveway, then took off down the street in 
the direction of the first town. You're crazy, Aron, my conscience criticized, but at this point, | didn't care 


anymore. | needed to make things right with Danny, even if it never will be the same again. 


| need to fix this. 


[Jorel's POV] 


| stretched from my spot on the couch, standing up and shuffling to the bunks. We would be in the town in 
about ten minutes, and | wanted to leave Danny time to get ready since we'll probably go out tonight as a 


group. 


| pushed open the door, biting my lip softly as my eyes landed on his sleeping form. | smiled. He looked so sweet 


and peaceful, | almost didn't want to wake him. 

"Danny.?" | whispered, standing over his bunk "Wake up, Dannyboy, we're almost there." 

Danny opened one eye, then the other. 

"Hey." | laughed softly, sitting down on his bunk, my back awkwardly bend to accommodate the bunk above. 
"Hello." He grinned back, sitting up and running his hand through his messy hair. "How long until we're there?" 


"About ten or fifteen, depending on traffic." | answered, shrugging. "Figured I'd wake you now so you'd have 
time to do your hair or whatever." | trailed off awkwardly, laughing a litle. 


"Thanks." Danny leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, then scooted off the bunk. 
| watched as he leaned over and grabbed his brush out of the bag, using his phone's camera as a mirror. 


"You look hot" | mumbled, standing up from my place on his bunk. 


"Thank you, hottie, but | still need to brush my hair." He gave me a look, one of his special Danny looks. 

| rolled my eyes. 

"Sure, sure. Sex hair looks good on you." 

"You can help me bring it back later 

| raised an eyebrow, trying not to burst out laughing yet 

"That was smooth: Danny shrugged, shoving his phone into his back pocket and his brush back in the bag. 
"There's more where that came from” 

He winked, then skipped out of the bunks, leaving me laughing and shaking my head. 


"Oh, what am | gonna do with him?" | asked to no one in particular, chuckling and following him out of the 


bunks. 


Suddenly, the noise of shattering glass sounded from the kitchen-like room, followed by a yelp of pain. Danny 
was next to me, thankfully, but who was it and what happened? 


| rushed into the makeshift kitchen with Danny hot on my heels. 

"Shit, fuck!" George cursed, leaning against the counter with one foot in the air. There were a few shattered 
bottles on the ground and an open fridge, but my eyes were drawn to the drops of red all over the floor. 
George's foot was bleeding, and heavily. 

| finally snapped into the present. 

"We're taking you to the hospital. Danny, grab some gauze." | ordered quickly, scooting around the glass and 
helping George into the bathroom. Danny followed us in, grabbing some gauze from the first-aid kit we always 


kept in the drawer. 


George leaned against the counter, his face bright red and his eyes wide. | watched as Danny wrapped his foot, 
turning to see Matt and Jordon in the doorway, Dylan on the phone behind them. 


"He's calling the hospital so we don't have to wait so long." Matt explained, staring worriedly over at George, 


who was still bleeding but thankfully less. 
Oh shit, | hope there isn't still glass in his foot. | bit my lip. 


"Alright guys, we're going. We'll find a place to park this thing when we get there." Dylan exclaimed, hanging up 


on the phone and shoving it into his back pocket. 


"Guys, really.we don't need the hospital." George protested, attempting to stand on his own before Danny 
supported him against his will. 


"II be fine!" 


"We'll see about that when we get there. This could be more serious than we think" | murmured, slitting my 
eyes at the obvious red stain on the gauze that didn't seem to be letting up. 


"C'mon, George, let's go lay down" Danny murmured, helping our friend hobble out of the bathroom. 
| followed silently, watching George flop down on the sofa with his injured foot hanging off the side. 


The bus was moving now, hurrying down the street towards the nearest hospital. | sat down in the armchair 
next to the couch, biting my lip nervously. 


"Jay?" 

"Mhm?" | turned my attention to George, who was staring up at me with wide eyes. 

Everyone else has cleared out of the room by now, and it was just him and |. 

"Dude, this really hurts. B-but, | will be okay, right? Ive gotta be. W-we've got the tour, and-" 


"Forget about the tour, man. If we have to, we'll cancel it. Right now, your health is most important." | replied 


firmly, not leaving him any room for argument. 


With a little huff, he settled back down on the sofa as we drove into the dusk. 


Thirteen 


[Danny's POV] 


We had checked into the hospital a little under an hour ago, and after a look at it, the doctor confirmed there 
was glass that had to be surgically removed; George would have to stay off his feet for the most part for a 


month or so. Jorel had already made the calls; the tour was cancelled. 


| felt horrible about doing it, but George's health had to come first. His surgery was being done first thing 


tomorrow morning. 


| decided | would stay overnight, and Jorel would too while the others went back. | had pulled a chair up to the 
side of George's bed, who was extremely displeased with this turn of events. 


The rest of the guys had headed back to the bus, and would return tomorrow. Jorel was leaning against the 


wall on his phone. 

"Hey, hon?" | looked up at him, raising an eyebrow. 

"lIl go get food for us if you're okay with me leaving.’ 
"Yeah, you're fine. As long as you come back." | chuckled. 


"lIl get some Wendy's." Jorel grinned, leaning down and planting a kiss on my cheek before retreating outside 


and disappearing behind the door. 

"l'm gonna take a nap, l'm exhausted." 
George broke the silence. | laughed. 

"I bet its the painkillers putting you down" 
Silence. 

George was already out like a light. 


| chuckled to myself, using the dimmer in the room to turn the lights a bit lower. | returned to my place on 


the chair, pulling out my phone. 
Five minutes. 


| yawned, almost wanting to join George in dream-land, but | knew | had to stay awake, at least until after Jorel 


came back. 

| bit my lip softly, a strange feeling overcoming me. 

| slid my phone into my back pocket, anxiety suddenly poking needles at my chest and flipping my stomach. 
Something was wrong. 

| stood over George. 

He was breathing, he was fine. None of the monitors showed anything strange. 


| sat back down. 


Then the door knob turned, just a little, before pushing open 

Its just Jorel, Danny. Calm down. 

| took a deep breath as the figure walked in, only a silhouette in the lighting. 

He's only been gone five minutes, | realized. | quickly stood, staring. 

The door closed, and | could finally tell who it was. 

"A-Aron?" 

"Danny!" 

My ex gasped, soon after a broad grin spreading across his unshaven face. 

"What are you doing here?" | growled, standing closer to George, almost protectively. 


"J-just here to check on him.why don't you trust me to see him?" Aron asked innocently, and | almost believed 


that he didn't know what he had did. 
"j" 

"Hush." Aron stepped closer. 

| stepped back. 


"| want you back, Danny." He murmured softly, almost lovingly. 


| quickly shook my head. 

'N-no, Aron, | don't want this 

He moved even closer until my back was against the wall 

"Why don't you want this?" He asked, almost nose-to-nose with me now. 

| was sweating, my heart beating so loud | was surprised he couldn't hear it. 
"Because you hurt me" 

ine 


"| don't care if you're sorry." | lashed at him, folding my arms over my chest. "I don't have feelings for you 


anymore." 


"But you think about me. | know you do. You miss what we had" Deuce smirked evilly, as if he could read my 
mind. 


"We lost what we used to have years ago, Aron. Don't you see that? | tried, so fucking hard, to stay with you, 
but you made it impossible in the end. | know you needed me. I'm sorry for leaving when | did, but | don't love 
you. Not anymore." | let the words hang in the air. | could tell he was a bit taken aback. 

"| love you, though." 

"You'll get over it. You have to." 


"| don't want to." 


Aron stepped forward now, and with nowhere for me to go, pinned me to the wall before smashing his lips to 


mine. | gasped, pushing him off me as soon as | came to the reality of what was happening. 
| raised my fist before socking him hard on the cheek, shoving him back. 


"Don't ever put your filthy hands on me again!" | screamed. The door flung open, and there stood Jorel, 


Wendy's in hand. 
"Jorel-" 


"| saw it all" He cut me off, placing the bag of food on the ground before punching Aron in the gut, shoving 
him straight out the door and locking it behind him. | stared in shock at the door, then at my boyfriend. 


"Hey, baby." Jorel trotted over to me, wrapping his arm around me quickly and pulling me against his warm 


body. 

My heart was still beating rapidly. 

"Why didn't you come in sooner?" | asked nervously, burying my nose in his neck. 

'L] wanted to see if it was true. What I've been worried about all along.if you wanted him. If you still loved 
him." Jorel sighed softly, pressing his lips to my forehead. "Now | know, but I'm sorry. | should've come in 
quicker, | should've trusted you with my love." 

| sighed softly into his skin, wrapping my arms around his waist. 

‘It's okay. I'm okay, you're okay, George is okay. We're fine." | murmured. 

"| love you, Danny. | really do. | never should have doubted you." 

"| love you too, Jorel. Its okay." 


George was staring at us. 


"Hey, sorry to interrupt you guys, but I've been awake the whole time. | figured it'd be better if | stayed 


‘asleep’ while he was in here." 

| rolled my eyes. 

"Go back to sleep. You'll need your rest for tomorrow." 

"Yeah, yeah. Thanks for, y'know, bringing me here and stuff so | can witness all your relationship drama." 
| chuckled. 

"Go to sleep." 

Our friend replied with a grunt as he rolled over. 


Jorel laughed softly, his arms wrapping tightly around my waist, and mine now around his shoulders. | yawned, 


resting my forehead against his. 
"You should go to sleep too, cutie." 


"Let's eat first” | chuckled "I feel bad eating in front of him, but the doctors would be pissed if we gave him 


fast food." | giggled. 
Jorel picked up the bag from the table, taking out the contents one by one. 
"I got you a Frosty." He murmured, pushing it over to me. 


"Thanks, babe. This is just what | need. A sugar rush." | laughed, poking the straw through the top and taking a 
sip. Jorel chuckled. "Now you'll have to deal with me all night." 


"You'll be asleep soon enough, hush." Jorel smiled over at me, a knowing look in his eyes. | plopped down in my 


chair with a burger, watching Jorel drag another chair across to sit with me. 
"Well, this seems like a successful night." | chuckled Jorel laughed. 


"If you want to call beating up Deuce and George getting operated on, sure. A successful night" 


Epilogue 


[Danny's POV] 
[Two Months Later] 


Jorel trotted into the living room, where | was lazily flopped over the couch. 


"The tour has been rescheduled. We'll be picking it up again in April" My boyfriend grinned, plopping down on 


the sofa next to me. 

| smiled broadly, sitting up and throwing my arms around him. 

‘Nothing will stop us this time." | said triumphantly over Jorel's shoulder. 
"Yeah, nothing will stop us. Especially not us." 


| raised an eyebrow, leaning back so | could make eye contact with him. Jorel smiled softly before reaching into 


his back pocket and pulling out a small box. My heart sped up. 

No, he's not. | immediately thought, my eyes widening as he opened it up in front of his chest. 
"| love you, Danny Rose." He murmured, pulling out a ring and looking up at me with loving eyes. 
"You're right, nothing and no one can stop us now. So, with that said, will you marry me?" 

| froze, my hand making its way up to cover my gaping mouth. 

"l-Ly-yes! Yes, Jorel, I'll marry youl" 

My voice cracked a bit, but | didn't care. | threw my arms around him, biting my lip and trying not to cry. 
‘| love you, Jay.” 

Jorel chuckled, rubbing my lower back gently. 

"I love you too, Dannyboy." 

| sighed softly, feeling Jorel press a kiss to my head. 

"You'll be mine forever, won't you?" | asked softly. 


course, Vanny. As long as you'll always be mine. 
"Of Danny. As long as you'll always b " 
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